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Io the Reader. 


COURTEOUS READER, 


In conformity to publishers in general, 
I suppose, I must address you, not in an ostentatious 
manner, but with all possible humility, beseeching 
you to read me with candour and seriousness; for, you 
know, it is very unpleasant to be sneered at either 
by a censorious Cynic or ludicrous wit. 
However, lest you should blame the bard for being 
too modest, I will say something by way of recom- 
mendation. And first, please to observe, that there 
is no Scandal here. There is, I acknowledge, a few 
scandalous things taken notice of, but then they had 
existence long before I had any thought of present- 
ing you with this, and would have been scandalous 
if 1 had never 'mentioned them. —Secondly, I have 
made it my business to attend to truth, and not to 
trump up a heap of lies, or (what amounts to almost 
the same thing) to put such a gloss. upon things as 
to dazzle your eyes, and deceive you. This reminds 
me of a story, I once heard, related of a Jew—he had 
some plated goods to sell, but, wishing to do business 
to the best advantage, what did he do, but cry them 
up for solid. But,” said one, (that he wanted to 
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truck with) “where is the mark? where is the lion?“ 
O0 replied he, (pointing to the maker's mark, 
which was rather confused,) © dere'is de little dog 
dere is de little dog.” TI don't like such J back; 
and therefore have not copied the bearded gentle- 
man.—Thirdly, I have carefully avoided all out- 
landish words; because none but foreigners and 
outlandish people would be able to understand 
them. —And fourthly, have aimed at brevity and 
perspicuity. 

At first, I thought of explaining some of the hard 


words made use of by the good gentleman, (words 
far too deep for any common English Dictionary,) 


such as Bucks of the rst head—FHagarean love-feast, 
Fe. H. But my muse led me into another track: 


indeed, to tell you the honest truth, I did not rightly 


understand them myself. Now, to convince you of 
the truth of this, I will tell you the idea I had formed 
of the word Hagarean. —Hagarean, I thought, was 
derived from the word Hag, that is, a strumpet ; and 
I concluded, that the author meant to insinuate, 
that the love-feast was entirely composed of strump- 
ets. The reason of my thinking so, was the name 
which I found given to a very respectable and vir- 
tuous woman; look at it—Dame Procuress—the 


plain meaning of which is, a woman that procures 


young women for debauchees, (were it not that her 
virtue is sufficiently known, and her unblameable 
character firmly established, I dare say her friends, 
if she would not interfere in it herself, would bring 


the good gentleman to repentance.) But, one day, 
being in conversation with a very intelligent and 


respectable 
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respectable gentleman, he told me it was derived 


from Hagar, Abraham's bond-woman. And, more 


over, he informed me, that Mr. H had not the 
honour of creating it, but that he had taken it from 
some of Mr. Huntington's works; which, with a 


few other circumstances, made me think him an 


APE; and forced me to conclude, that if he does 
not like to feed his people with dead men's brains, 
yet he has no objection to n. them with the 
brains of the living. 

One thing more, reader, and then I've done. — 
When I began to write the following Poem, it was 
with no design of publishing ; but having finished 
it, I unfortunately shewed it to a few friends, who 
very soon told others of their acquaintance about it, 
and the consequence was, I could hear very little 
for a few days, but a loud clamour for its pubhca- 
tion. Now, to oblige my friends and the public, 
and to prevent people in general from being choked 


by swallowing camels, I send it forth, wishing it 


may be attended with a real blessing to all who 
read it. 


I am, 
COURTEOUS READER, 


Yours to serve with such as I have, 


A LITTLE CHIED. 
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Arr ENTION friends! do you know Master Hws, 
His book 's the topic of the public news; 8 
With looks angelic as 0LD Sax beneath, 

He dooms all Churchmen to the second death: 

His hearers, smiling, say © he's done it well, 

Now we are sure they all must go to hell; 

And with them too the METHoDisTs no doubt, | 
And Bastard Calvinists shall be cast out.” 


Ves, courteous reader, only now attend, 
And I will these assertions all defend. 
Papists, you know, shall all be sent to hell, 
Where they with devils in the lake must dwell; 
Now I can prove that Churchmen like them are, 
It therefore follows they with them must fare. 
Churchmen, you know, have forms of solemn pray” r, 
This is the case at Rome I do declare; 
Papists have robes, in which they all appear, 
Churchmen, like them, such foolish things do wear; 
Papists deny eternal life by grace, 
And Churchmen speak of works in proper place; | f 


Churchmen / 


ton) 
Churchmen are base—a race of HELL-BRED BRATS, 
They swallow camels, whilst they strain at gnats : 


Thus having weigh'd them both and found them light, 


Tis plain two blacks can never make one white. 


But to convince you that I LOGIC know, 
Churchmen are all alike I'll plainly shew : 
Now to illustrate this important case, 
Suppose, for instance, Tom is in disgrace, 
His brother Frank, you know, must be the same, 
For Frank and Tom from the same parents came. 


But if you think this not quite a-propos, 


Let you and I to yonder pasture go; 

Behold yon flock of sheep—a bleating race, 
Two have the rot, which all the rest disgrace ; 
Now it is plain as two and two make ſive, 
That all are rotten, and so none can live: 
Thus, my dear people, every one may see, 


Churchmen are damn d to all eternity. 


And as for METHODISTS—a stinking race 
Of Pharisees, without one spark of grace! 
They all are wrong, and this III plainly prove, 
For they declare that God's a God of love! 


- Blasphemous wretches! don't you hear them boast, 


That Jesus died to save all that was lost: | 
Like old SainT Paul, they say he died for all, 
And unto sinners give a gen'rak call; 


They 
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They also preach salvation here from sin, 

But this is false, for I am pov! within. 

The moral law has nought to do with me, 

For Jesus Christ from this has set me free. 

Vile hypocrites! they speak of works of grace, 

And thus they derogate from Jesu's praise; 
They speak of holiness enjoy d on earth, 

As if connected with the second birth; 

They, like EMANuEL, sinners do receive, 

To hold communion with them here beneath; 

Not like my friend who in the temple stood, 

And thanked God he was so very good; 

But rather like op PAUL, a legal soul! 

They all invite, that all may be made whole: 

Yea, members of the HELL-FIRE CLUB may come, 

For they, like Jesus, teach there yet is room. 

Tis then quite plain (to all who are quite blind) 

That they with hell's black host must be confin'd. 

O then my friends rejoice ! for all is well, 4 
: If WESLEY and his crew are sent to hell. | 


These wretches came to Dunstable to preach, 
Where, weekly, they the greatest errors teach: 
And, strange to tell! a neighb'ring church attend, 
As though they would their heresies defend; 4 
Not only members, but I'd have you know 
The pastor too, receiv'd a dreadful blow; 


The 
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The ARMINIAN CUDGEL play'd about his head, 
And almost laid him low amongst the dead! 


This wicked wretch, HE also says, that all 
Should turn from sin, and on their Saviour call: 
I hate him, for on me he casts the blame, —I 
Which I had lodged with the great I AM. EF 
I understand he has my likeness ta'en, | 


If so, the favor I'll return again; | | 
I will not simply on the surface dwell, | 
But will aNaTom1ze his body well; 
His body did I say? his soul, his all, 5 
A sacrifice to my great wrath shall fall! | 
For lo! **©STARK NAKED TRUTH” will soon appear, 
"Twill make him tremble, if not die with fear: | 
My courteous reader I now bid good-bye, b 
(Having boldly told him many a hideous lie.) 


Stop, Master HEWS! one word before we part, 
Vou ve publish'd untruths—nay, you need not start! 
The title of your book sure this implies, 


*©STARK NAVED TRUTH” supposes previous lies, 
At least the truth in some kind of disguise. 

But if you ask © what untruths have I told,” 
Excuse me, Sir, if here I'm very bold: 

What you have said respecting MARKET STREET, 
Is false as Satan with his cloven feet. 

The REVEREND MR. PiLLy people know, 


Was far more there respected, Sir, than you; - 
And 


be A; 

And if they asked when that you should come, 

| Was t not to know, that they might keep at home? 
| You say, the people crowded thickly in 

When it was your turn to preach—when P1LLY's, thin; 


Have you a conscience, Sir? pray let it speak, 
I And surely then thy stubborn heart will break. 


| A second untruth, Sir, does HARPER touch, 
| A man who for his Lord has suffer'd much: 

| You say, he said, what ne'er from him did come, | =_ 
(Pray, Sir, no longer publish lies at home.) = 
Han has harp'd so long, he should resign | 
Ihe sacred office, and no more divine; 

Imhis, Sir, you say, but he will answer“ NO 
Whilst I have breath the gospel trump T'll blow.” 


With this connected, stands another lie, 
Which, Reverend Sir, you ne'er can justify; 
Mr. QUEENBOROUGH took his hat, you say, 
Disgusted with the Sire, and ran away : | 
Sir, this was not the case, your spies were wrong, 
Pray treat them with contempt, and say BEGONE. 
I could more untruths easily point out, 
Of which you've perfect knowledge none can doubt; 
But I forbear, I've said enough to prove, 
That what you've written came not from above. 


Another circumstance I'd just remark, 3 
. Respecting love —of this, have you a spark? 3 
4 A spark 


| | 1 spark of that which, Pay says, thinks no evil, 
(J rather think that yours came from the Devi.) 
If you possess'd this principle divine, 

In base scurrillity you could not shine; 

But shine you do in this accursed way, | 

As much as Papists on a former day! 


Thy curses, SHEMEL, we do not regard, — 
Thyself, not us, must have their full reward ! , 
Thy book's detested, and thy spirit too, 
For both are stained with an internal hue ! ! - 


